vii alone, thereby forming a sequence. Some experiences are so personal and specific to me that using an adopted form, such as a repurposed fairy tale, a cento, and the inverted pyramid, has allowed me to create a measure of distance from the subject, which I found necessary for rendering it clearly. I allude to specific songs to help me establish exposition and lend tone and texture to my scenes. I chose to use the second person and direct my words to a specific audience, such as my mother, my partner, or my son, because at times it feels more authentic to let the reader listen to the way I speak to that person than to tell about the relationship. I also chose to capture the voices of certain people speaking directly to me in order to establish the most authentic speaker. My effort to answer essential questions sometimes conjured scenes from the distant past. I use line breaks to let the reader fill in the gaps or make the leap to explore connections across time. Juxtaposition and prolepsis link these tableaus so the reader can see my life and uncover the answers along with me.
viii "It's his loss," I said. "Was he ever better?"
"He was always a little distracted. But we were so happy and in love. It wasn't until I caught him cheating that I even knew we were having problems."
"How did you catch him?" I asked.
You sighed.
"I wore sunglasses and a scarf. I went to the restaurant where he said he had a meeting. And he was with her." You slid the comb deftly through my hair, balanced it over the scissor, and snipped.
"This was when I was three, right?" I asked. You nodded. "How did you stay together so long after that?"
"He swore to me that it was all a mistake. And we wanted to have another baby.
And we went to counseling, and things got better. I thought he had changed." 
PORTRAIT OF A MOMMA'S GIRL
Picture a black box that seems infinite, and it's you in the middle, as if you are your own thoughts suspended in time. Your thoughts have definite locations in the gray matter of your brain, but they don't seem to be tethered down or located in any concrete capacity. Likewise, this black box is really a high school classroom, but the matte black walls and ceiling completely vanish when you are standing in front of the stage lights.
Anyone sitting in the theater seats can see you, but all you see is the role you play, reflected on a mirror for checking posture, facial expressions. When the lights bounce off your shiny skin with nothing, no background, foreground, floor or ceiling to ground you, you appear to float, and this is the only place you can forget who you really are, because that brilliant figure could be anyone. You can be a crack addict shaking uncontrollably, or a teen mother searching for resolve. You can be fearless because it's not you that you are showing off.
But be careful that you don't share the stage with someone who will mount you during an improve exercise and yell "Submit!" Suddenly the audience you once could ignore erupts in laughter. You will have no role or script. You will only have yourself to go by. And if who you are is based on what your mother told you then you will not have her to consult. It will get worse. The weight of his crotch will plant itself over your waist and he will begin to grind into you. He will smell of layers of sweat dried on his uniform shirt, and unwashed hair. The carpet will smell of a rat that gave birth under the floorboards. Your mother's admonitions will not save you here. They will laugh. And your only comfort will be in knowing that if she were there she wouldn't mock you. You are a virgin and that is so rare. But your mother isn't there to make rarity feel beautiful.
It is only you. They see who you are and it is laughable.
DYING EMBERS
You were driving along the left-hand lane of the high way when I noticed a closed off ramp. At first, I thought, "What would I have done if I was driving and that happened to be my exit?" Then, I noticed the construction truck and the driver. He drove in reverse directly toward a colossal lamppost. He faced forward. I saw him inch closer and closer.
The truck's rear made contact with the lamp.
Timber.
It tipped over slowly and then gained speed, its head growing larger as it got closer. The sodium vapor embers which were still struggling to make an impact in the sunrise, suddenly extinguished-and something else began to extinguish that day-as the power supply severed. You swerved.
If a lamp post falls in the middle of the highway, does it make a sound? you remarry, without having sex before the wedding, even though you are not a virgin, because this will guarantee that your second husband will respect you, though the first one did not; this is how you forgive but don't forget; you can bend over for someone, but don't bend down so far that they can see the crack of your ass; this is how you vacuum a rug while combing it to look nice; this is how you make your bed; this is how you dress for Sunday mass; this is how you dress for dinner at a restaurant; don't wear so much black eyeliner-it makes you look so Cuban! Be a virgin until you get married, because that will make you unique, that is the diamond in the rough that a man is looking for;
don't go to college away from Miami; don't come home after 10:30 p.m.; don't forget to eat when you are at school; don't study so much that you don't get a good night's sleep; and then slowly and steadily make their way southeast toward the concrete jungle of downtown Miami. The rains close a white curtain in front of drivers, and soak pedestrians through. The swamp tries to reclaim itself every afternoon and the vultures perched on the top of the neoclassical courthouse, looking down at the cultural center, seem to be in on the plan. They watch this confluence of library and museum, built to resemble a Spanish fortress, with terracotta instead of coquina, a place casual enough for the kind of people who read in the morning what they will use as their blankets at night, and elegant enough for the kind of people who wish to take walking lectures led by their history professors. In this unpredictable place, only the rain can be forecasted.
A boy from New Jersey will meet a girl from Miami, but this is what he will not say. "We have been in this history class together for a few weeks, how come we haven't studied together?" Or "I can tell just by looking at you that you are what my mother wants me to bring to her house next Thanksgiving." Or "What is your favorite kind of music?" Or "Do you like watching movies?" Or "I am a documentary film producer, and someday, my goal is to get a doctoral degree in History at an Ivy League University."
The girl from Miami will meet the boy from New Jersey, but she will not say, "Orange you glad Mary Brickell sent Henry Flagler some fruit?" Or "According to my mother, I must play hard to get." Or "Gee, it looks like it will rain." Or "How do you like our school?" Or "How do you like our city?" Or "I write for the school paper, and someday my goal is to become a professional writer."
Instead, he will notice her looking at an enlarged photograph of an early pioneer, an ordinary farmer, leaning against a haystack, shirtless under his soiled denim overalls, deciding to finger-comb his hair right before the photograph was taken. Was that underarm hair or shadow?
What he will say is "Er, e'scuse me, ma'am? I sure would like to lick your armpit."
She will turn around to meet a pair of deep brown eyes, a goatee that frames a set of full lips, turned up ironically at the corners. She will see a fearless face. She will look away.
What she will say is "It's already Thursday," remembering what she will about Southerners before running water, from reading Charlotte's Web in middle school. "I haven't washed my armpits since Sunday."
The group of history students will exit the Museum, towards Government Center, board the electric, elevated, people mover, exit at the Hyatt Hotel, venture into a pedestrian walkway, a dark, above-ground tunnel. From the opening at the bay-facing side of the tunnel, the professor will show them the original shore line of the Biscayne Bay, before the land fill, and he will say that the river was polluted and that it was dredged, angering environmentalists. He will show them the Tequesta Indian Circle, a ceremonial burial ground, which builders had almost bulldozed through. The class will turn around to go back the way they came, and the girl will kick a soda can at the boy.
"Careful!" the boy will warn. "This is where I like to bring my dates."
